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E Q U A L S 
The l e a s t p o p u l a r Canadian Prime M i n i s t e r 
my f a t h e r ' s second c o u s i n 
(so my f a t h e r c a l l e d him, I don't know 
t h e f a m i l y t r e e ) 
went t o s c h o o l w i t h him 
i n the Hopewell Cape S c h o o l , 
D i c k B e n n e t t one o f t h e b i g b o y s , 
my f a t h e r seven y e a r s y o u n g e r . 
I saw o l d R.B. 
i n S u s s e x , New B r u n s w i c k 
i n t h e l a t e t h i r t i e s , on h i s l a s t t r i p 
a c r o s s the c o u n t r y b e f o r e he l e f t i t f o r good 
and I remember 
th e two men s t a n d i n g t o g e t h e r , 
my f a t h e r s t o o p e d w i t h f a i l u r e 
i n h i s shabby s u i t 
t r y i n g t o m a i n t a i n 
some d i g n i t y w i t h t h e g r e a t man 
( a f t e r a l l , he c o u l d s t i l l c a l l him D i c k ) 
and t h e p o r t l y , e r e c t , b a l d i n g 
r i c h man 
e x - C a l g a r y l a w y e r 
e x - Prime M i n i s t e r 
war i l y p o l i t e 
t o a poor r e l a t i o n 
i n c a s e he might be asked f o r a l o a n 
not n e e d i n g v o t e s any l o n g e r 
but w i s h i n g t o be a g r e e a b l e 
t o say yes yes he remembered 
t h o s e were g r e a t days 
when we were boys 
and t h i s i s y o u r l i t t l e g i r l 
and I compared t h e two men p a i n f u l l y 
t h i n k i n g t h e o n l y l i k e n e s s 
was t h e b l u e 
s e a - g a z i n g eyes 
o f t h e i r Fundy boyhood 
but now I r e a l i z e 
they were more a l i k e than I thought 
both m o t h e r s ' boys 
y e a r n i n g f o r a home they c o u l d not r e t u r n t o 
both f a i l e d men, b i t t e r , 
overcome by c i r c u m s t a n c e , 
remembering t h e i r enemies 
t u r n i n g o v e r t h e i r f a i l u r e 
i n t h e i r mi nds 
but t h e b i g g e r f a i l u r e 
t h a t o f the man 
who had t r a v e l l e d f a r t h e r . 
Maybe more to be p i t i e d , t h a t o l d man 
s t u b b o r n l y moving t o a home not r e a l l y home, 
h i s l a s t y e a r s f i l l e d w i t h u n i m p o r t a n t work 
t i m e - f i 1 1 i n g 
o r spent g o i n g from one movie t o a n o t h e r 
i n w artime London 
h i s b e s t - l o v e d k i n s f o l k dead. 
Both o f t h o s e men dead now f o r y e a r s . 
A s l e e p . 
Dreaming, maybe 
o f the shore a t t h e Cape 
s t i l l t he way they remembered i t , 
p r o j e c t i n g r o c k s 
shaped by the s t r o k e o f waves, 
blue-and-cream w a t e r , 
t h e m a r v e l l o u s c a v e s , hidden 
from easy s i g h t 
the Bay deep enough 
t o drown any f a i l u r e . 
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